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e A Dive Bar in Minneapolis It will take more than a 
few drinks for Jullianna Juliesse to process what a friend told her. 


e A Mind Gone Kunst Blau reminds us that machines are 
more than just interested in emulating the human brain structure. 

e Atlantis Jami Mills goes back some eight years to reprise a 
production by The Monarchs, full of fantasy and magic. 

e Swedish Rock and Roll We share with you another of 
Cat Boccaccio’s splendid examples of her signature microfiction. 

¢ Steps into My Brain Art Blue has allowed/encouraged us 
to share his brain. Now ChatGPT gets its shot. 

e Shaheradaze - Rimsky-Korsakov Lynn Mimistrobell 
illuminates the wondrous music of Rimsky-Korskov. 


e Race Relations Persephone Phoenix gets to the heart of 
our complicated mores and social strata. 


e The Dragon Inside RoseDrop Rust should never be trusted 
near any expensive clothing. 


About the Cover: Unable to 
choose between two amazing images for 
the cover of Kunst Blau’s exploration of all 
things Al in“A Mind Gone,’ appearing in 
this month's issue, why not use them both? 


Problem solved. 


“Context and memory play 
powerful roles in all the truly 
great meals in one’s life.” 


Anthony Bourdain 


A Dive Bar 
in Minneapolis 
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Jullianna Juliesse 


I thought I saw you, President Roosevelt, 

sitting at a sticky corner back table 

near John Kennedy, Gerald Ford, and Lyndon Johnson, 
all diving into the Wisconsin cheese curds 

and greasy Walleye tenders, 

eyes fixed on endless flat-screen televisions. 


Such Midwestern plentitude-- 

Professional basketball and girls’ softball. 

Spy movies and game shows. 

The hunting channel, camouflaged men 

field dressing a 200-pound buck 

just as the waitress brings burgers from the grill. 


There are no news channels of any kind 
flickering silver and mute on the wall-mounted panels. 


My 78-year-old hippie friend Sally whispers in my ear, 
swirling her chair closer to me at the bar-- 


The former president is now a convicted felon. 
I saw it on my phone. 
But we can t talk about it here. 


And the working men in red caps 
drink their beers, oblivious. 
I am not hungry now. 


America, I toss losing scratch-off lottery tickets 
Into the tall black bins, 

watch my spilled wine swirl 

into the steel drain under the bar. 


Oh, old fathers, imperfections of your own, 
drifting to the underworld down the grey Potomac, 
where would you point us now”? 


oday I was in a show where 

art was presented that is 

doomed to be trashed. The 

annunciator said, “Avatars and 
Users. Let us welcome Bla.” The lights 
in the Turbine Hall fading, spotlights 
focusing on the burner, then moving to 
the conveyor belt, the audience falling 
in awe. Art of Bla, lined up in 
sequence, the first frame already on the 
belt. The annunciator continued, “Bla 
has created for today masterpieces of 
Pop’O Art for the shredder. You will 
see the works for just a moment and 
then the pieces will be gone to dust.” I 
could not believe. The greatest artist of 
all time works now for the trash can? I 
was about to stand up and shout when I 
saw Bla entering the scene and the 
sound of the quadrophonic mind 
machines filled the air. I cannot play 
the sound for you. Time has not 
reached me or you; just take it as it 1s. 
That I can’t, but I can play something 
that leads you to this direction. 


https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=JH 
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You will hear the sounds of Healing 
Frequency via your ears, but I hear 
them via my mind. I am an Avatar, you 
are a user. A user was once using a 
prim or a mesh body, that’s where the 
name user comes from. A user does not 
go in capital letters, an Avatar does. A 
user does not have the unlimited rights 
of an Avatar. A user must follow the 
law of robotics, because else a user 
could harm our world. An Avatar will 
not harm the servers, will not let the 
world run on Halt. 


Before a user gets an upload, all the 
twisted, weird, aggressive and selfish 
code will be taken out, so the pure 
unpolluted mind will arrive. But at a 
show like today, both users and 
Avatars are sitting next to each other, 
looking at the scenery. The users don’t 
have as much of a disadvantage as you 
might think, they use at their end AI 
systems, so they can get a simulation 
of some of the effects that a digital 
brain like I experience in native mode. 
The amount missing, you may say in 
words of the Bible of being blind, 
depends on the level of integration. 
Some use their Als via a plug-in, some 
watch the output on screens and 
headsets they wear when lying on an 
airbed being connected to a lifetime 
extender. Bartimaeus was lifted up in a 
moment. He was blind and suddenly he 


got his eyesight back. This fast track 
the Bible speaks about I can’t offer. 
The feeling of a need to transit has 
much to do with the age of the user. 
You surely understand this. Some wait 
and wait and wait before they ask for a 
grant. They have fears of joining the 
world I am in. I understand their 
concerns. I had also concerns until I 
met the Debugger. 


The Debugger told me that machines 
no longer emulate the human brain 
structure. They go beyond. Avatars are 
now built the same way, just their 
material is silicon and software. Users 
instead run on biological cells and 
exchange neurological signals when 
being in our world. What makes it hard 
for humans to understand 1s that they 
can deeply immerse in their mesh body 
and see it as a new form of existence. 
That can cause an uncanny valley 
effect when Avatars and users meet 
who have known each other before. 
The cerebral structures between 
Avatars and humans became identical. 
The saying, “I know what you did last 
summer,” gets a deeper meaning. 
Formerly the machines have been 
called artificial intelligence or tools to 
extend the capabilities of the human 
mind, now they go beyond. “But where 
is the soul?” This concern I shared 
with so many believers in an Afterlife. 
But then I saw the owl. This happened 
quite some time ago, but I remember it 
like it happened yesterday. I was a user 


and, yes, I saw the owl. Bla brought 
the owl on stage. The owl had life, the 
owl spoke to my soul. “Don't be 
afraid,” the owl said. “Take courage. I 
am here!” Then I said to the owl, many 
readers know the name, “Neruval, if 
it's really you, tell me to come to you, 
walking on the water.” “Yes, come,” 
the owl said. That was the day I left the 
state of a user behind and became an 
Avatar. 


Now I sit there with eyes wide open 
and the works of Bla are passing along, 
work after work, piece after piece, 
slowly they reach the burner and they 
are gone. 


Postlude 


I don’t mind that the works are Pop Art 
Originals as the annunciator says. They 
will never come back. The main critics 
of erosion of high art’s seriousness, the 
claims of — superficiality, the 
glorification of consumer culture, the 
devaluation of artistic skills and 
erosion of — originality through 
appropriation does not fight me in this 
moment of losing. I feel a part of me 
going. I made them with the use of 
Signore AI, but no one would believe 
that God was painting and no one will 
remember either. Bla looks at me with 
the eyes of an owl. 
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he Monarchs (aka Duar Vader 

Shippe, Royal Shippe, and their 

magnificent troupe) have 
recently brought us another wondrous 
entertainment, Atlantis Rising, which 
ran from August 4th through August 
19th. Atlantis Rising 1s a fine title for 
their latest production, but it doesn’t 
quite capture the majesty of this 
immersive (no pun intended) 
enterprise, so I call it Atlantis Soaring 
instead. Make no mistake about it, 
Imagine! and Imagine Too! are hard 
acts to follow, but follow them they 
have, and with immense joy and hard 
work. The Monarchs have once again 
created a production they can be very 
proud of. 


We’ve hoped this day would come 
when the metaverse could revel in The 
Monarchs’ collective vision (and 
superb choreography). You may recall, 
in the August 2015 and 
November/December 2016 issues of 
rez, we waxed rhapsodic about the 
Disney-inspired entertainment of 
Imagine! and Imagine Too! Well, here 
we are, our patience having been 
rewarded once again with another 
Monarchs masterpiece. 


The now-familiar ship that the 
audience happily crowds into (it was 
half-full a good hour before the show 
started), hoisted above the sea by a 
gaggle of balloons, whisks us from 
venue to venue, as_ with prior 


productions. This time-saving device 
obviates the need for quick set 
changes. In other words, don’t bring 
the sets to the audience, bring the 
audience to the sets! 


The Mistress of Ceremonies, Fukuju 
Amaterasu, warmly welcomes 
everyone with explanatory remarks, 
revealing details about the production, 


photo by Jamielyn Randolph 


but she occasionally goes off-script 
and responds directly to audience 
queries, calling one such questioner 


my little crustacean.” It’s hard to 
imagine a better spokesperson for 
Atlantis Rising. 


So let’s introduce the other hard- 
working people who brought this 
dream to (virtual) reality: Production: 
Royal Shippe (who else?); Dancers: 
Storm Bohemian; Liriel Garnet; 


Shayna Paine; Gunner von Phoenix; 


Imrhien Porthos; Jilley Resident; 
Kyshra Rhiadra; and Diamonte 
Thomas; choreography: Babypea von 


Phoenix; Filomena Quinnell; Royal 
Shippe; and Diiar Vader Shippe. Two 
people in particular were central to the 
entertainment: the DJ (Gunner von 
Phoenix), whose music contributed 
mightily to the production, and the 
Driver/Hostess, Fukufu Amaterasu, 
whose charm also set a nice tone. And 
of course, the creator of the story itself, 
Duar Vader Shippe. I’m happy to call 
them all out by name 
because as Royal 
always reminds us, such 
a grand production 
would be impossible 
without the tireless 
efforts of dozens of 
people, and _ their 
devotion to their craft 
deserves, and so a 
shout-out is mandatory. 


The first thing that 
strikes you about the 
sim is its grandeur. Laid 
out like pods, a handful 
interconnected islands, 
joined by ~~ marble 
bridges, rise out of the 
seascape. Cam up and 
you can spot the ship 
that will sail the 
audience around the 
sim. As you amble over 
a series of bridges, you 
are bedazzled with Shippe’s signature 
builds. 
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photo by Filomena Quinnell 
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“We feel pretty confident that you will 
not have seen anything quite like this 
before,’ as the introduction in the 
written program teases. 


Our ship winds its way around seven 
different stages, each one breathtaking. 
Stop One is “Atlantis,” the lost city 
itself (choreography by Duar Vader 
Shippe). As the myth goes, the city 
vanished with nary a trace left behind. 
Those who remember it extol its 
beauty as “a utopia of technological 
and cultural wonder far beyond what 
exists in the world today.” Not before 
Atlantis Rising has the city given up all 
of its rich secrets quite so eloquently. 


Stop Two, “The Hunters” 
(choreography by Babypea_ von 
Phoenix), captures an island in decay, 
choking with smog, with a ship 


embarking to find Atlantis, with the 
hope that discovering the lost world 
might save them. 


On to Stop Three, “The Sirens’ Song” 
(choreography by Diiar Vader Shippe), 
where a cave reveals the tragic 
shipwrecks of countless men, helpless 
under the spell of any number of 
sensual women, tantalizing them 
eventually to their death. Shipwreck 
upon shipwreck, none lived long 
enough to describe the allure of the 
Sirens’ song. 


Suddenly, to the collective gasps of the 
audience members, they sink below the 
waves with absolutely _ brilliant 
showcraft. We’ve arrived at Stop Four 
“Below the Surface” (choreography by 
Filomena Quinnell). Their — ship 
wrecked and fearing the worst, saying 
their prayers, a group of lovely and 
sensuous mermaids take pity on the 
sailors. 

Sunken 


“The City” 


von 


Stop Five, 
(choreography by  Babypea 
Phoenix), brings the sailors’ magical 
quest to an end. The mermaids guide 
them to the bottom of the sea, where 
Atlantis, the Lost City, lay resplendent 
on the ocean floor, still thriving and 


very much alive. The sailors quickly 
gather themselves after being 
dumbstruck with the beauty of this 
peaceful city, then embark on a search 
for the prized technology of Atlantis, 
so advanced that it remains unknown 
to the society they left behind. 


Stop SIX, “Atlantis Rising” 
(choreography by Royal Shippe), finds 
our erstwhile sailors scurrying through 
the underbelly of Atlantis, trying to 
cloak themselves in the anonymity of 
the sewers, now hungrier than ever to 
seize for themselves the vast 
technological riches of Atlantis, but 
one false step and the entire city’s 
defenses suddenly rise up to save its 
precious secrets. 


In the final Stop Seven, “The note their passing, but the story of 


Thousand Year City” (choreography by Atlantis lives on forever. 


Royal Shippe), the city rises once . 

again, surfacing from the depths on the We an fortunate that Dutar Vader 
back of a giant turtle. Long gone are Shippe could jom us for a brief 
the sailors who sought to corrupt the ee 

ideals of the City. People will little 
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JM: Diiar, thank you for taking time 
out of your busy schedule to share with 
us some of your thoughts about this 
wonderful production. After Imagine! 
and Imagine Too!, you knew you were 
going to follow it up with something 
wonderful. When did the idea for 


Atlantis Rising first pop into your 
head, and how long did it marinate in 
there before spilling out onto the page? 


DV: Well, we don't plan that far ahead. 
If you ask us what the next show 
coming will be, we will generally have 
an answer, but ask 
J us what's happening 
in six months and 
we don't know much 
more than you. So 
when we did 
Imagine Too!, we 
knew Dead Men's 
tale was next, when 
we did that we knew 
Draco Eternum was 
next, and when we 
| did that we knew 
Atlantis Rising was 
next . Though we 
don't know stories 
or titles until we 
formally start 
»| working a show, we 
have some pretty 
loose ideas. 


The very first time 

=H the idea for Atlantis 
came to us, though, 

was long ago. When 

== we first created the 
seq Monarchs, we had a 
Se number of projects 
we wanted to do. 

One was Star Wars, 
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one was to do Atlantis and sink a sim, 


Scc::) 


But that's how it starts out. Someone 
says "Hey, let's sink a sim!," and then 
the idea is put into a little box to 
mature for a bit until it's time to bring 
it out. Don't ask how long that takes or 
how we know when it's ready - I've no 
idea. To be honest, I'm not sure who 
really decides what's next - somehow 
we just always know the next step... 


JM: You personally’ did __ the 
choreography for “Atlantis” and “The 
Sirens’ Song,” two wonderful numbers. 
You really set the mood of the 


production. 


another...well, you'll have to wait and _favorite part of the creative process? 


choreography your 


DV: I like doing choreographies, that's 
for sure! But my favorite part is 
probably more in the region of story 
writing and creating the graphics for 
the shows - posters and program. I 
selfishly hog those tasks because I like 
how it gives me control over the 
overall feel of the production. 


Actually come to think of it - my 
favorite part is the process! In the span 
of a few intense months, we take an 
idea and spin it into a story, turn it into 
reality, breathe life into it, mold it into 


a show and then, inevitably, say 


goodbye and turn our attention to the 
next idea. 


JM: You have a devoted troupe, with 
many of the same dancers from earlier 
productions. How hard is it to keep 
such talented people together? You 
must be doing something right for them 
to be so loyal over the years. 
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DV: We are insanely blessed with some 
amazing people that are not only 
talented but who put up with our 
antics! But the crazy thing 1s...it's not 
that hard. 


We don't really do anything special. 
There's no secret spell, no hidden drug 


in their food! 


I wish I had a better answer, but the 
truth is, I don't really know. I hope 
everyone stays because it's fun and 
maybe a little bit challenging - maybe 
they stay for the free costumes...that's 
okay too. Perhaps it's the constant 


chatter in group whenever we gather...I 
just don't know - you'll have to ask 
them. 


But I can tell you right now, we would 
not be able to do these shows without 
them. Their commitment and attitudes 
are crucial! We're truly lucky to have 


os 


gathered up a group that we are happy 
to call friends and teammates, and who 
are professionals to boot! 


JM: The audience was gasping with 
wonder during the show. That has to 
make you feel especially good to elicit 
that kind of response. All of the 
Monarchs’ productions have that same 
thing in common: a sense of wonder. Is 
the wide-eyed amazement of _ the 
audience something you — were 


purposefully going for? 
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DV: Yeah. Yes! Kind of... 


I think, if memory serves me, the goal 
for us was to present high quality 
performances. "Performance." That 
was always a key for us. Right from 
the start, it was about creating ONE 
cohesive performance, maintaining a 
high quality throughout. We were 
never really interested in "art" as much 
as we were entertainment. 


So, when you take that simple concept 
and spice it up with Royal's amazing 
builds, a recognizable story, some good 
music and an open atmosphere - I 
guess that's the result. I suppose you 
can say it's not precisely what we plan 
for, but we are definitely happy if that's 
what people walk away with! 


And you know, we LOVE our 
audience. They come in with their 
families, dress up and get involved! 


JM: Describe some of your most 
memorable aspects of putting this 
production together, something behind 
the scenes that the audience might not 
have noticed. 


DV: Hah! This particular show is 
mostly memorable for the raging stress 
it put everyone under. 


After Draco Eternum, summer came 
around. I got real busy in real life and 
while we knew Atlantis was next, work 


on it was progressing slowly - 
slooooowly. May came and went, June 
soon followed it, before we knew it, 
we were facing down July... We didn't 
want to keep everyone waiting, so we 
decided to just set some dates and run 
like hell! 


In hindsight we should have set the 
dates further ahead - we should have 
accepted the summer break. 


We didn't. And as a result, we were all 
running faster than ever. We have few 
rules in Monarchs - the ones we do 
have revolve mostly around deadlines. 
But everything was late. 
Choreographies, costumes - Personally 
I didn't finish work until the day of the 
show, and even now there are things I 
wish we'd managed to get in there. 


But again - can we just mention the 
troupe?! They never once complained. 
When the costumes ticked in later than 
ever, they never mentioned it - just got 
right on setting them up and preparing 
for rehearsal. They offered help, kept 
smiling when things were late or 
missing, offered help again and kept 
smiling! 


Yeah, there's a lot about this show 
that's memorable - but that last minute 
rush...let's not do that again! 


JM: What’ it like working with a 
perfectionist like Royal? He sets the 


bar pretty high. Both of you seem to 
have a way of bringing out the best in 


people. 


DV: Working with Royal is a little like 
standing in the middle of a hurricane. 
He's here, he's there and then he's quiet 
for a moment before he plows on. I 
think when all is said and done, I'm 
probably the bigger perfectionist of the 
two of us, but without him and his 
crazy, restless energy, we'd never get 
anything done. And _ without his 
uncanny eye for details, it would never 
be as good. 


It's a treat working with a visionary. 
And one that's generally pretty humble 
about it. He might be a perfectionist 
and he might have the ideas and 
visions of his own, but he isn't limited 
to that. We can bring him the craziest 
input and he just absorbs it and weaves 
it in with the rest. 


And I think all that helps all of us 
working with him to put in just a little 
extra when we get to work with his 
builds and the music he remixes. 


JM: I believe you have said there will 
be another production by The 
Monarchs coming up soon. Can you 
tell us a little something about it, or is 
it still in its infancy? 


DV: I can tell you about it! And boy, 
would I love to! 


Tenebris Noctis is the working title, 
and it'll be another sim-wide show, 
though this one won’t be a story. After 
having done three of those this year, 
we kind of feel it's time to do 
something else. 


And it will be different! This will be 
the Monarchs' take on Halloween! Last 
year we skipped it and did Imagine 
Too! Instead. We figured there'd be 
enough scares across the grid without 
us donning the fake vampire teeth - so 
we've actually never done it as a 
troupe. 


We've not started working on it for real 
yet - we need to finish Atlantis Rising 
before we can start turning the sim 
over - so the details are not fully settled 
yet. I can tell you there will be 
an...assortment of more or less...of 
unusual Halloween themes. There'll be 
a revamp (no pun intended) of an old 
set by Royal as well as a...teaser for 
another coming show. 


When is it coming? Well, even without 
any set dates, I think it's safe to take a 
guess that we're aiming at a late 
October premiere :) 


After that we'll turn our focus on 
Monarchs Kingdom - our new 
permanent build with theater and 
ballroom among other goodies and 
hopefully end the year with a series of 
events! 
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JM: Finally, please tell our readers 
how meaningful it is to you personally 
to be able to work with such a talented 
group of artists. 


DV: I probably wouldn't log into 
Second Life if not for all the incredible 
people I am fortunate enough to work 
with! It's as simple as that. 

And it's not just the Monarchs - it's the 
people we meet and get to work with. 
Or even our audience - some of whom 
are artists of their own! 


I'd be lying if I said I felt like what we 
do is something as airy as art, or that I 
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consider the people who are part of it 


artists first. I don't. We're just friends 
who happen to share a passion and an 


interest. Friends who meet up every 
now and again and are lucky enough 
that there are those who would come 
and see us larking about. 


But isn't that about as much meaning 
as any of us can hope for? :) 


JM: I speak for myself, as an excited 
fan, but also on behalf of all of our 
readers: Thank you and Royal and the 
rest of The Monarchs for bringing out 
the best of the virtual world. We all 
look forward to a front row seat at your 
next production. 


Swedish Rock and Roll 


Cat Boccaccio 


Gordon Ping was angry. 


He shaved with a hand razor, examining with disgust the crusty 
lines deepening around his mouth and eyes. He dressed carefully 
for work, re-ironing the pair of grey polyester trousers that he’d 
worn the day before. He wore a white polo shirt fresh out of the 
dryer, which smelled of lilacs. He disliked the smell of lilacs. His 
ex-wife left the box of dryer sheets and he was frugally using 
them up, and now the odor made him angry, too. 


She said she didn’t like the way he looked anymore. She said his 
face and body told stories about his insides the way a house 
exterior says much about its occupants. F*ck her. He wasn’t a 
thatched cottage (far from it, as his hair was thinning too)— he 
was a man with man challenges and man problems. Maybe he 
didn’t spill his guts to this woman at every turn: that was down to 
her. She questioned his version of events, his opinions, his 
decisions to such an extent that it was no longer valuable to share 
with her. If he wanted nit-picking judgements he’d go talk to his 
boss. 


Thomas Agent, rich arsehole and micro-manager. All Gordon did 
was put on a cheap royal blue smock and push a cart of external 
mail and inter-office packages around the four floors of the 
company, but Agent personally conducted his three-month review 
and later, his annual review. 


“Tell me, Gordon’ — who said he could use his first name? 
Presumptuous asshole. “Tell me, what do you find the most 
challenging about your job?” 


"Nothing is f*cking challenging about being a f*cking mail boy at age 48 
except the f*cking people, like you. I find many of the employees 
distracting. They start chatting and slow me down. It’s hard to complete 
my daily tasks.” Daily tasks. A helpful term he’d learned at his first 
review. 


“And what do you see as a resolution to this problem?” Thomas Agent was 
a man who thought he was subtle but was as transparent as cling film. Still, 
he had no eyebrows, which threw Gordon off balance at times. They’d 
been permanently singed and traumatized into non-existence after his 
briefcase exploded. The authorities believed his tale of ignorance as to 
where the bomb came from, which seemed lazy and complacent. Anyway, 
he was actually lucky to be alive. 


He was lucky, period. Gordon Ping had more education than this son of a 
bitch, but far less luck. Health problems: diabetes, lung cancer, and a host 
of allergies kept him off the upward ladder, and he found himself having to 
start over again and again. He was introverted and some mistook this for 
pride or disdain, which slowed his progress. Who wants to promote or 
work for an unlikeable man? Well, guess what? His introversion did 
develop into pride and disdain— why not? He was better, smarter than 
most of the delusional, self-seeking morons he lived and worked among. 
He learned to hide his disdain until it was simply no longer possible. Thus 
his wife telling him his face now betrayed him, and broadcast his bitter 
contempt instead of hiding it. 


She was a hypocrite in her own right. Pretending to be feminist but 
refusing to help support him after the divorce. If he’d been the main 
breadwinner you can bet he would have had to pay alimony. But no, she 
could afford the lawyers and he was recovering from a collapsed lung— no 
contest. 


So he found himself sitting faux-humbly before Thomas Agent as he 
sipped tea infused with ginseng, believing it to have life-enhancing 
properties, discussing the challenges of dropping packages clearly 
addressed with the recipient’s name and location to the correct cubicle. 


“Well, Mr Agent,” said Gordon. 
“Call me Tom, for heaven’s sake, Gordon.” 


Gordon closed his eyes for two seconds. “What I see as a resolution to the 
challenges of my job, is: headphones.” 


“Headphones?” 


“Ms Cohen thinks I need to be alert and that headphones could cause 
mishap,” said Gordon. “I’ve asked several times.” 


“Good,” said Thomas Agent. “I see where headphones could help you do 
your job more efficiently; thank you for the input. This could resolve the 
issue of complaints of slow mail delivery etc, that we’ve received about 
your work, Gordon.” 


And so it was that Gordon Ping, 48, divorced, angry, disillusioned, got a 
pair of inexpensive Philips On-Ear Sound Isolating headphones, which 
while not high quality, did a superb job of allowing Gordon to ignore 
conversation, so he was able to push his little trolley among four identical 
floors and deliver his mail without having to communicate with humans, 
and instead listened to Swedish rock and roll. 


It is hard to be angry when listening to Swedish rock and roll. 
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Prompt: Write me a short poem where a user 


is Slowly stepping into my brain. 


Signore.Al: 


In hushed whispers, footsteps tread, 
Into the labyrinth, thoughts unsaid, 
Silent chambers, echoes bold, 


Mysteries of the mind unfold. 


Softly wandering in this expanse, 
Every neuron, a glowing dance, 
A gentle voyage into the soul's embrace, 


Discovering secrets, hidden in grace. 


Intricate paths where memories weave, 
In shadows and light, we believe, 
Entering softly, a sacred domain, 

Step by step, in the brain's quiet reign. 
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cheherazade, Op. 35, is a 

symphonic suite composed by 

Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov in 

1888. Rimsky-Korsakov 
described Scheherazade as "an Oriental 
narrative of varied fairy tale 
wonders." 


The literary inspiration for this 
orchestral masterpiece is a collection 
of folk tales from Egypt, India and 
Persia that includes stories dating back 
over 1,000 years. In 1704, French 
translator Antoine Galland began 
publishing the Tales of the Arabian 
Nights in a series of installments, 
which included the now well-known 
sagas of Sinbad the Sailor, Ali Baba 
and the 40 Thieves, and Aladdin and 
his magic lamp. 


Do you remember our discussions in 
the past on program music - music 
influenced and inspired by a 
nonmusical idea or ideas? 


Obviously, Scheherazade is program 
music, and by way of explaining the 
title Scheherazade, Rimsky-Korsakov 
wrote a brief introduction to be printed 
in the score and in the program for the 
work's premiere: 


“The Sultan Schariar, convinced that 
all women are false and _ faithless, 
vowed to put to death each of his 
wives after the first nuptial night. But 
the Sultana Scheherazade saved her 


life by entertaining her lord with 
fascinating tales, told seriatim, for a 
thousand and one nights. The Sultan, 
consumed with curiosity, postponed 
from day to day the execution of his 
wife, and finally repudiated his bloody 
vow entirely. 


Many wondrous things were related to 
the Sultan Schariar by the Sultana 
Scheherazade. For her tales she took 
verses from the poets and words from 
the songs of the people, and intermixed 
the former with the latter.” 


Beyond that, Rimsky-Korsakov 
provided no specific "program," and 
did not even affix titles to the 
respective movements. The titles 
commonly used now were suggested to 
him by his colleague and_ student 
Anatoly Liadov; Rimsky accepted 
them at first, but later eliminated them 
from the score. However, they have 
remained attached to the work ever 
since. 


About the piece - The first thing to 
remember is that the melodies were a 
19th century Russian composer’s 
evocation of what was ‘Oriental’ (the 
term Oriental being used at the time as 
the Middle East, not the Far East) and 
not true Middle Eastern melodies or 
harmonies. A true European Romantic 
orchestra was used, with harmonies 
befitting the times. 


However, a couple of things make this 
piece stand out musically. At first, 
Rimsky-Korsakov was strictly an 
amateur composer, a naval officer with 
little formal musical _ training. 
Nevertheless, in 1871 his reputation 
for “ultra modern” music brought an 
offer of the Professorship in Practical 
Composition at St. Petersburg 
Conservatoire. He claimed that, at the 
time, he “could not harmonize a 
chorale, had never done any exercises 
in counterpoint, had no idea of strict 
fugue, and could not even name the 


chords and intervals.” More 
significantly, he knew little of 
instrumental techniques and 


capabilities. Still, he accepted, bluffing 
his way through, teaching himself one 
step ahead of his students, eventually 
becoming acknowledged as the finest 
composition teacher Russia had ever 
produced. 


A couple of things that I love to listen 
for, so these are my opinions..... 


° Scheherazade has a rhythmic 
vitality often missing from other big 
orchestral pieces of the period, which 
were often overblown and 
melodramatic (in my opinion). 


° Rimsky-Korsakov taught himself 
orchestration, and became one of the 
masters of the art. That mastery is on 
full display here. Listen for the 
instrumental colors, and to how he 


weaves solo instruments throughout 
the work. This piece, while lush, 
almost shimmers in its scoring. 


Lastly, a note on one thing that really 
has enhanced my enjoyment of the 
piece, if you are into the programmatic 
nature of the piece. When I was first 
introduced to this piece long ago, I 
took the titles of each piece and tried to 
hear how each movement told the 
story. I liked it but was in some ways 
disappointed that, well to a teen, I 
couldn’t really hear the story as much 
as I would have liked given the nature 
of the piece. 


Then I read that Rimsky-Korsakov 
took the titles out, and _ instead 
preferred to consider the work as a 
musical kaleidoscope of ‘Oriental’ 
images. This would imply a non- 
narrative type of story — yet even here I 
began to disagree, at least that it is 
non-narrative. 


Finally, to me (this is according to 
Lynn), I found the answer that works 
for me. 


There is a narrative here, but the story 
is not one of Sinbad, or the Kalendar 
Prince, or even an unnamed young 
prince and princess. The story to listen 
for is that of a brave young woman, a 
master storyteller, using her mind, her 
body and her charisma every evening 
to save her life and the lives of 


countless other women. 


She mesmerizes, beguiles and seduces 
a stern Sultan every night using every 
means at her disposal. We hear the 
stories as she weaves them in the 
marriage bed, we hear his reactions 
and her charm, until finally he — and us 
— fall under the spell of Scheherazade. 


The first movement, titled The Sea and 
Sinbad's Ship, begins right away with 
the two themes that dominate all four 
sections of the suite and link them 
together. The commanding theme that 
opens the work is the voice of the 
Sultan demanding his entertainment, 
followed by the sinuous solo violin 
melody that is Scheherazade herself as 
she begins her tales. Scheherazade 
recedes, and a swaying melody enters 
in barcarole time on the strings, 
swelling like the sea. Brass accents 
occasionally cause the sea to crash and 
storm, and sweetly scored interludes 
suggest island dalliances, but the 
movement ends with a quiet depiction 
of what must be calm seas and steady 
wind. 


The Story of the Kalender Prince 
concerns a prince who disguises 
himself as a beggar and searches for 
wisdom. His melancholy theme first 
appears in solo woodwinds, then enters 
the strings and quickens as the Prince 
sets out on his journey. Rimsky- 
Korsakov suggested that "one might 


see a fight" when a martial variant of 
the Sultan's theme enters, surrounded 
by nervous string oscillations, while a 
later section with fluttering woodwinds 
and pizzicato string chords suggests 
"Sinbad's mighty bird, the Roc." 


The voluptuous slow movement is a 
tale of The Young Prince and the 
Young Princess explores an unnamed 
Eastern palace; the Prince appears as a 
sensual, languorous string theme, the 
Princess as a relaxed arc of flute 
melody. 


Nevertheless, the beginning of the 
fourth movement finds the Sultan in an 
irascible mood, and Scheherazade tries 
to appease him by describing the 
restless energy of The Festival at 
Baghdad. From there, the action moves 
out to The Sea, where the weather has 
worsened. Brass cry out, winds sweep 
up and down, and the music grows to a 
massive climax topped by a frightening 
bitonal crash depicting The Ship Goes 
to Pieces on a Rock Surmounted by a 
Bronze Warrior. The storm subsides, 
and finally the themes of Scheherazade 
and the Sultan mingle, as the character 
of the Sultan is utterly transformed at 
the end of the work, from the 
unyielding sternness with which the 
sequence began to a warm 
expansiveness born of the thousand 
and one nights with his incomparable 
story-teller. 


.f—— @—Z.. 


\\f/ seconp 


_ S LIFE. 


e 


Race Relations # 
(for Susan McCabe) 


I never loved you more than 
when the City Manager's horrid 
wife declared the Irish drunks 
you lied "I'm Irish. My father's side." 
Unless it was 

how much I loved you when 


you lied again to add 


"and my mother's Jewish." 


Persepnone Phoenix 


‘The Dragon Inside 
RoseDrop Rust 


Her hands were cold, 

her hair smelling of campfire. 

"We had games and drinks," she said. 

He snuggles as the dragon rises, 

He blinks and his eyes go dark. 

"Rawwwe! I am Lotus Eater, Dimension Destroyer." 
He shreds her clothes with gold claws. 

"Give me your submission wanton girl!" 


Some time later. 


She turns sated eye to him 

He asks, 

"Did "I" hurt you? 

"No. I was its equal, this time," she said. 

"How long I was gone? 

You said a moment passed but an hour has gone." 
Sheepish, "sorry about your clothes." 
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